
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

"Oh, let her cry! — she will soon cease. 

Whosoever once dies, does not rise from the grave." 

"Oi, arise, my love, my Chornobriva, arise! 

ho, the flower I planted has bloomed at thy head!" 

"Oh, let it bloom, let it bloom, let it bloom in full flower ! 
Whosoever once dies — lo, she rests in the grave." 



THE BATTLEFIELD 

Black, oh, black was once the plowing — hai, hai ! 
The black plowland they're re-plowing 

And the sowing is of bullets. 
Harrowed by the white, white body — hai, hai !• — 

Washed with blood now is the plowing. 

On a hillock lies a warrior — hai, hai! 
Lies the warrior on a hillock, 

Red kitaika on his eyelids — 
Red, how red ! A silken kerchief — hai, hai ! — 

Blinds his eyes, the red kitaika. 

Here's no coffin, here's no grave-hole — hai, hai! 
Here's no coffin, here's no grave dug ; 

Here's no father and no mother. 
No one to set bells a-tolling — hai, hai ! — 

Ne'er a one to ring the death-knell. 
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Florence Randal Livesay 

Only hoofs of horses ringing — hai, hai! 
Only hoofs of horses ringing, 

With the jingling spurs of comrades. 
Only horse's hoof a-ringing — hai, hai! — 

Only jingling spur of comrade. 

From a strange land swift a crow flies — hai, hai! 
From a strange land swift a crow flies — 

On the grave-hill it is sitting: 
Drinking of dead eyes it sits there — hai, hai ! — 

Of the dead eyes it is drinking. 

And a mother walks and calls there — hai, hai ! 
Calling, crying, roams the mother, 

For her dead son ever looking. 
"Oi, I know thy son, thy dear son — hai, hai! — 

For on him I have been feasting." 

"Wilt thou tell me of thy kindness" — hai, hai! — 
"Little crow, I pray thee tell me 

If my dear son be yet living? 
Are his eyes as gray as ever?" — hai, hai! 

"Are his lips red as kalina?" 

"Blue and cold now are his red lips — hai, hai! 
Blue already are the red lips ; 

Black with death his hair is lying ; 
On his face I have been perching — hai, hai ! 

And his eyes I have been drinking!" 

Translated by Florence Randal Livesay 
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